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the frigate's davits, reached our side, took letters and papers, and
our little steamer turned slowly round to retrace her path. We had
felt sad while coming up, but a darker gloom hung over all while
going down the river. It seemed so hard that the last and only re-
quest of the poor boy could not be complied with.
But swiftly down the current in the bright, fresh morning dashed
our little boat, and when the lofty frigate was hull-down behind us,
we turned and stopped for the last sad rites.
Upon the quarter deck, in reverential silence, all hands were
gathered. The large box-like coffin, in which we had hoped to
commit our dead to mother earth, bored full of holes and filled up
with heavy materials, was placed by the side, covered with the flag.
The beautiful burial service was commenced, its solemn sentences
sounding doubly solemn under such mournful circumstances—there
was a pause—then came the words, 'We therefore commit his body
to the deep!" and with a surge the waves closed above the dead.
Hardly a word was spoken as the wheels again took up their
task, and we began to ascend the river, but every eye was fixed on
the spot weswgre leaving, and at the same instant an exclamation
sprang from every lip as the coffin was seen to rise! The engine was
quickly stopped, a boat lowered, and taking a small anchor and
a heavy chain, they tried to secure and sink the box. But it was no
easy task in the fresh breeze and short, chopping sea, and the coffin
seemed almost instinct with life and striving to elude their efforts.
Again and again they were foiled in their attempt to fasten the
weights, but were at last successful, and once more the water closed
above the corpse.	.
After waiting some time, to make sure that it could'not float again,
we started once more up the river, and this time awe was mingled
with our grief. Most men who follow the sea have a touch of super-
stition. There is something of the vastness with which nature pre-
sents herself upon the great waters which influences in this direction
even minds otherwise sceptical. And as we steamed up the river, it
was more than hinted among many of us that the strong desire of
the dying man had something to do with the difficulty of sinking
his body.
This time we passed the frigate, saluting, but not stopping, and
entered the port. It was war time; on the Pampas some phase of
the interminable quarrels of the Southern federation was being
fought out, and the harbor was crowded with men-of-war. Nearly
all of the Brazilian navy was there, watching the progress of events;
and besides these, and the numerous merchantmen, the ensign of

